THE S!MI-WIIKII..Y TRI!UN.!. NORTH PLATTE, NEBRASKA,

By ZANE GREY

BYNOPSI&
—]0—

The time of the story: about 18T The
: The Texas cow country. The chief

3 o
araster: Buckley Duane, &
whao has inherited a lust to kil
suppreases. In self-dofense he shoota dead
druuken bully and % forced to flee (o
s wild munlguwuu he Joins Dland's
outlaw hand. Kuchre, an amiable rascal,
talls him about Jennle, & young girl who
Eud baen abducted and sold to Bland for s
fata. They determine to rescus |::'|m
l-
and I fe-

oung man

®irl and reatore her to clivilization,
chre has just reconnoitered,

riing the outlook to Budk. Euchre (s
flled. Buck kills Biand and s dunger-
ously woundsd by Mrm, Biand, but es-
ocapes with Jennle. Jennis Iv abducted
Buck never sees her aguin, but killa her
abduetor, Dunns barely sscapes denth at
e hands of lynchers for & crime he nov.
r commiited. Ha goes to sss Capialn
Llrﬂﬂllv of the Rangers, who hands him

pardon on condition that he join the
&Anu‘cm and asslst in breaking up the
outlaws, DDuane actepta and goes to the

tlaw hewdquarters on a secrat mision
a mests Colonel Loangstreth, mayor of
P:Irdnh ar ! Misse Ray Longstreth and
or counin, Hoth, There Is
sunplicious about Longstreth.

something

CHAPTER XVIil—Continued,

Miss Longstroth rose whbite as her
Qress, The young women present
stared In astonlshment, if they were
not equally perturbed, There were
cowhoya present who suddenly grew
Intent eod st By these things
Dunne gntherod (hat his appearancs
must be disconcerting, He was pant-
tug. He wore no hat or cont, His |

blg gunsheath showed plalnly nt his |

kip.

Sight of Miss Longstreth had an
anaccountuble effect upon Duane, He
wans plunged loto confusion, For the
moment he saw no one but her,

“Miss Longstreth—1 eame=—to
march—your house,” panted Dunne.

“Search my house " exclalmed Misa
Longetreth; pnd red succeeded the
white In her cheeks,  She nppeared
astonished and angry. “What ftor?

Why, how dare you! This la uns
Warrantable "
“A man—Bo Bnecker—assaulted

pnd robbed Jim Laramie,” replied
Duane, hurrledly. *“1 chased SBnecker
Bere—saw him run into this honse."

“Here? Oh, sir, you must be mis-
mken. We have seen pa one, In the
kbsence of my father I'm mistress
bere. Tl not permlt you to search.”

Lawson appeared to come out of his
astonishment, He stepped forward.

“Ray, don't be Lothered now," he
paid, to his cousin, "“This fellow's
making a blaf, I'll settle him. Bee
bere, mister, yon clear out "

“I want Snecker. He's here, and
fm golng to get him,” replied Duane,
guletly.

“Bah! That's all a bluff," sneered
Lawson. "I'm on to your game. You
mm an excuse to break In

o sea my cousln aguln, When
pou saw the company you invented
that excose. Now, be off, or it 'll be
the worse for you."

Duane felt his face burn with o
Hde of hot blood. Almost he felt
that he was gullty of such motive
#Had he not been unable to put thin
Ray Longstreth out of his mind?
There seemad to be scorn in her eyea
sow. And somehow that checked his
smbarrassment,

“Miss Longptreth, will you let me
search the house?” he asked.

“No.*

“*Then—1 regret to say—I'll do so
without your permission.”

“You'll not dare!" she flashed. Bhe
sood erect, her bosom swelling.

“Pardon me—yes, 1 will"”

“Who are you?" she demanded, sud-

% a Texas Ranger” replied

“I'm

Duane, .
%A Texns Ranger " she echoed.
Floyd Lawson's dark face turned

Longstreth, T don’t need war-
sants to search houses,” sald Dunne,
*Fm sorry to annoy you. I'd prefer
1o have your permission. A ruffian

:

has taken refuge here—in your
fathor’s house. He's hidden nome-
#here. May I look for him?"

+ "If you are indeed a ranger.”
Duane produced his papers, Miss
Longstreth havghtlly refused to look
them.

“Misn Longstreth, I've come to
make Fulrdule a safer, cleaner, better
for women and children. 1 don't
at your resentment. But to
foubt me—lnsult me. Some duy you
wmay be sorry."
v Floyd Lawson made a violent mo-
#on with his hands,
“All stuft! Cousln, go on with your
party. I'll take n couple of cowboys
. and go with this—this Texns Ranger.’
“Thanks,” sald Duane coolly, as he
fyed Lawson, “Perhaps you'll be able
b find Bnecker qulcker than I could.”
“What ds you mean? demanded
Lawnon, snd now be grew livid, kvl

eatly he was a man of quick pas

“Dou't quarrel,” sald Miss Long-

“Floyd you go with him.

hurry, I'll be nerveus till—

e man's found or you're sure there's
mot one.”

They started with geveral cowboys to

soarch the house. It struck Duane
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"-; blouse snd trousers. Duane | Then the prisoner, Snecker, with a
7 i him before any of the others | cough that broke the spell of sllence,
. move and held the gun clone | shuffled a couple of steps toward the
o it ke him shrink,  He | door.

. pevisd lum Dusne's face, then Into | “Hold on!” ealled Duane, The eall

which he

that of the cowpoy anwa* to him, then
into Lawson's and If ever In Duane's
life he beheld rellef it was then, That
wis all Duane nesded to know, but
he meant to find out more If he could.

“Who 're¢ you?" asked Duane, qulet-
ly.
“Bo Bnecker,” he sald.

“Ranger, what "Il you do with him?"
Lawson queried, as If undertaln, now
the eapture was made,

“T'll #ee to that,” replied Duane,
and he pushed Snecker in front of
him out into the ecourt.

Duane had suddenly concelved the
Iden of taking Snecker before Muayor
Longstreth fn the court.

When Duanpe arrived at the hall
where court was held there were
other men there, n dozen or more, and
all seemed excited ; evidently, news of
Duane had preceded him, Longstreth
#nt at a table on a platform. Near
him sat a thick-set grizeled man, with

halted Boneckor,

bullet,
“Longstreth, T saw Soecker nttack

Larnmie,” sald Duane, his volce still

a8 If it had been a

ringing. “What has the court to say
to that?

“The court has this to say, Waest
of the Pecos we'll not ald any ranger
pervice, We don't want you out here,
Falrdale doesn't need you,'"

“That's a lle, Longstreth,” retorted
Duane. “I've letters from Falrdale
citizens all begging for ranger sery-
ice™

Longstreth turned white,
corded at bis temples.
about to burst Into rage,
n loss for quick reply.

Floyd Lawson rushed In and. up to
the table. The blood showed block
nnd thick In his face; his utterance
wag Incoherent, his uncontrollable
outbreak of temper geemed out of all
proportion to any couse he shounld
rensonably have had for anger, Loug-

The velns
He appeared
He was at

deep oyes, and this was Hanford
Owens, county fudge. To the right
stood n tall, pogular, yellow rm-ml!
fellow with a drooplng sandy mus- |
tache, Conspleuous on his vest was
|t huge sllver shield, This was

Gorsech, one of Longstreth’s gherlifa
There wera four other men whom
Duane knew by sght, several faces
wore famillar, and holf a  dogen
strangers, all dusty horsemen.

Longstreth pounded hard on the
tuble to be heard, Mayor or not, he
waos unpble ut once to quell the ox-
cltemoent. Gradunlly, however, It sub-
slded, and from the last few uttes-
ances before qulet was restored
Duane gathered that he had Intruded
upon some kind of a meeting in the
hall,

“What 'd you break In here for,"
demanded Lonpgstreth.
“lsn't this the court? Aren't you
the mayor of Fairdale? Interroguted
Duane, His volce was clear and
loud, almost plercing.

“Yes," replled Longstreth. Like
flint be seemed, yet Duane felt his
intense Interest,

“I've  arrested a criminal,” sald
Dunne, .

“Arrested a criminall” ejaculated
Longutreth, *“You? Who are you?”

“I'm a ranger,” replied Duane,

A siguificant sllence ensued.

“l charge Snecker with assault on
Laramie and attempted robbery—if
not murder. He's had a shady past
here, as this court will know If It
keeps a record.”

“What's this I hear ahout you, Bo?
Get up and speak for yourself,” sald
Longstreth, grufMy,

Boecker got up, not without a fur-
tive glance at Duane, and he had
shuflled forward « few steps toward
the mayor. He had an evil front, but
not the boldness even of a rustler,

*It ain't so, Longstreth,” he began,
loudly. *“I went in Laramle's place
fer grub, Bome feller I never seen
befdre come In from the hall an' hit
Laramie an' wrastled him on the floor,
I went out, Then this big ranger
chased me an' fetched me here, 1
dido't do nothin', This ranger's hank-
erin’ to arrest somebody. Thet's my
hunch, Longstreth,"

Longstreth sold something in an
undertone to Judge Owens, and that
worthy nodded his great bushy head.

"Bo, you're discharged,” sald Long-
streth, bluntly. “Now the rest of you
clear out of here"

He absolutely Ignored the ranger.
That was his rebuff to Duane--his
slap In the face to an Iinterfering

stand,

ringer service. If Longstreth was

£
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“That's a Lie, Longstreth.”™

erooked he certalnly had magulficent
perve. Duane slmost declded he was
above susplelon. But his nponcha-
Innee, his alr of fnality, his authorit-
ative assurance--these to Duane's
keen and practised eyes were In sig-
nificant contrast to a certain tense-
ness of llne about the mouth and &
slow paling of his olive skin,

| futher of being not what he pretended,
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hereabouts,™
strainedly.

“Humph ongain! Laramie, llke every
other fellow I met in this town,
you're afrald to open your trap about
Longstreth. Oet me stralght, Larn-
mie. For canuse I'd throw a gun on
liim Just as quick as on any rustler
in Pecos”

“Talk's cheap,” replled Laramle,
muking light of his bluster, but the
redd was deepe. In his face,

“Pure, 1 know that,” Duane sald.
“And usunlly I don't talk. Then it's
not well known that Longstreth
owns the Hope So?'

“Reckon i'a known In Pedos, all
right. But Loongstreth's name (sn't
connected with the Hope S8o. Blandy
runs the place.”

“That Blandy. His faro game's
crooked, or I'm a locoed bronch, That
ITope SBo place ought to be run by a
good fellow llke you, Laramfe.”

“Thanks," replled he; and Duane
imagined his volee a little husky,
“Didn't you hear 1 used to—run t?
I bullt the place, owned It for eleven
years,"”

“Well, T'H be doggoned” It was
Indeed Duane’s turn to be surprised, <
and with the surprise came a glim-
mering. "I'm sorry you're not there
now, Did you sell out?

“No, Just lost the place.”

Larnmle was bursting for relief

replled Laramle, con-

gtreth shoved him back with a curse
and n warning glare.

"Where's your warrant to
Snecker? shouted Longstreth.

“I don't need warrants to make
urresta,  Longstreth, you're Ignorant
of the power of Texns Rangers."

"“You'll come none of your damned
ranger stunts out here, 'l block
you,"

That passlonate reply of Long-
atreth's was the signal Duane hnd
been waltlug for,. He had helped on
the crisis. He wanted te force Long-
streth’'s hand and show the town his

Arrest

Dunne backed clear of everybody.
“Men! I call on you all!™ cried
Duane, plercingly. “I call on you to
witness the arrest of a criminal pre-
vented by Longstreth, mayor of Falr-

dnle. It will be recorded In the re-
port to the Adjutant-General at
Austin, Longsireth, you'll never pre-

vent another arrest,”

Longstreth sat white with working
jnw,

"Longstreth,” snld Duane, In n volce
that carrled far and held those who
heard. “Anr honest citizen of Fair-
dale ean now seée what's plain, In
the two years you've been mayor
you've never arrested one rustler.
Btrange, when Fairdale's a nest for
rustlera! You've never sent a prison-
er to Del Rlo, let alone to Austin.
You have no jall, There have been
nine wmurders during your office—
lnnumerable street-fights and hold-ups,
Not one arrest! There have been law-
sults in your court—sults over water-
righ cnttle deanls, property linesa
Strange how In these Inwsuits you or
Lawson or other men close to you
were always Involved! Strange how
it seems the law was stretched to
favor your Interest!”

Duane paused In hls cold, ringing
speech. In the sllence, both outside
and inside the hall, could be heard
the deep breathing of agltated men.
Longstreth was indeed a study, Yet
did he betray anything but rage at
this interloper.

“Longstreth, here’s plain talk for
you and Falrdale,” went on Dunne.
“I don't pecuse you and your court of
dishonesty, 1 say strange! Law here
hus been a farce. The motive behind
nll this Inxity lsn't plain to me—jyet.
But I call your hand ™

CHAPTER XVIIL

Duane left the hall, elbowed his
way throngh the crowd, and went
down the street. He was certaln that
on the faces of some men he had seen
ill-concenled wonder and satisfaction.
He had struck some kind of a hot
trail, and he meant to see where it
led,. It was by no means unlikely
that Cheseldine might be at the other
end. Duane controlled a mounting
engerness. But ever and anon it was
shot through with a remembrance of
Ray Longsireth. He suspected her

He was troubled,

Upon returning to the Inn he found
Laramle there, apparently none the
worse for his injary.

“How are you, Laramie?" he asked.
“Thnt was n good crack Bnecker gave
you."

“I_nin't aecusin® Bo," remonstrated
Laramie, with eyes that made Duane
thoughtful,

“Well, 1 nccuse him. I caught him
—took him to Longstreth's court, But
they let him go.” -

Laramle appeared to be agitated by
this intimation of friendship,

“Seo here, Laramle)” went on
Duane, “in some parts of Texns it's
polley to be close-mouthed. FPolicy
and health-preserving! Between our-
selves, 1 want you to know I lean
on your side of the fence."

Laramie gave a quick start. Pre-
sently Dunne turned and frankly met
his gaze. He had startled Laramie
out of his habitual set taclturnity;
but even as he looked the light that
might have been amaze and joy faded
out of his face, leaving It the same
old mask, Still Duane had seen
enough. Like a bloodhound he had
n scont,

“ral.lng about work, Laramle,
who'd you say Soecker worked for?”

“When he works at all, which sure
aln't often, he rides for Longstreth.”

“Humph ! " Beams to me that

now—to talk, to tell, Sympathy had
made him soft. *“It was two years

“He owns conslderable property

wnn
sharp to the polnl
thing deep. euwy, cool about him—
seemed to steady Laramie.

“No,”" replied Larnmle,

“Does anybody know?
Dunne,

“Whal, 1 reckon there’s not one hon-
est natlve who knows"

“But you have suspiclons?™

“Wo have™

“Have you any ldea whether Chesel-
dine and his gnng are assoclated with
thls gang here?

“Lord knows. I've always suapect-
ed them bein' the same gang. None of

went on

us ever scen Cheseldine—an' thet's
strange when Knell, Poggin, FPap-
handle Smith, Blossom Kane, and

Fleteher, they all ride here often. No,
Poggin doesn't come here often. But
the others do. Fer thet matter,
they're around all over west of the
Pecos.”

“Now I'm puzzled over this,” sald
Dunne, “Why do men—appuarently
honest men—seem to be so close-
monthed here? Is that a fact, or only
my impression?”

“It's sure n fact” replied Larnmie,
darkly. "Men have lost cattle an'
property In Falrdale—lost them hon-
estly or otherwise, as hasn't been
proved, An’ In some cases when they
talked—hinted n little—they was

ugo—iwo yenrs last March,” he went
on. “l was in o big cattle deal with
Longstreth, We got the stock—an’
my share, elghteen hundred hend,
wns rustled off. 1 owed Lopgstreth
He' pressed me. It came to a low-
sult—an' I—was rivined.”

It hurt Dunne to look at Loarnmie.
e was white, nnd tears rolled down
Lls ceheeks, Duane snw the hitterness,
the defeat, the agony of the man.

But the reason he did not openly ne-
Longstreth, the secret of his
reticence and  fear—these Duane
thought best to try to lenrn at some
later time. |
“Hard luck! It certalnly was
tough,” Duane said. “But you're a
good loser. And the wheel turns!
Now, Laramle, here's what. I need
your advice. I've got a little money.
Dut before I lose It I want to Invest
BOme,
interest in  some rancher's herd,
Sure you must know a couple of men
nbove susplelon.”

“Thank God 1 do,” he replied,
feellngly. “Frank Morton an' Sl
Zimmer, my friends an’ nelghbors all
iy prosperous days, an’ friends still.
You can gamble on Frank an' 8L
But If you want advice from me—
dou't invest money in stock now.”

uthro

“Because any mnew feller buyin'
stock these days will be rustled quick-
er 'n he can say Jack Robinson. The
old ranchers are wise an' sore,
They'd fight if they—"

“What?* Duane put in as he
paused, “What 'd make them fight?"

“A leader!"

“Howdy thar, Jim" boomed a big
volce.

A man of great bulk, with a ruddy,
merry face, entered the room.

“Hello, Morton,"” replied Laramie,

“I'd Introduce you to my guest here,
but I don't know his name.”

“Haw! Haw! Tuet's all right, Few
men out hyar go by thelr right
mmun

“Say, Morton,” put In Duane, "Lar-
amle gave me a hunch you'd be a
good man to tle to. Now, I've a little
money and before I lose it I'd like to
Invest it In stock."™

Morton smiled broadly.

“I'm on the square,” Duane sald,
bluntly. “If you fellows never size up
your nelghbors any better than you
have slzed me—well, you won't get
any richer,” )

It was enjoyment for Duane to
mnke his remarks to these men
pregnant  with meaning. Morton
showed his pleasure, his Interest, but
his faith held aloof.

“Wal, stranger, to come out flat-
footed, you'd be foollsh to buy ecattle
now, Better go back across the Pecos
where the rustlers ain't so stroog.” .

“All I hear 1s rustlers, Morton,” re-
plled Duane, with impatience. “You
see, 1 haven't ever lived long In a
rustler-run county. Who heads the
gang, anywuay?"

Morton looked at Duane with a cur-
tously amused smile, then snapped his
blg jaw as If to shut In lmpulsive
words,

CUse

“Look here, Morton. It stands to
reason, no matter how strong these
rustiers are, how hidden thelr work,
however In=olved with supposedly
honest men—they can't last. There
are & lot of men around Falrdale who
‘re afrald of their shadows—afrald to
be out after dark—afrald to open
thelr mouths, But you're not one,
What you need out here 13 some now
blood. Savvy what I mean?”

“Wal, T reckon I do,” he replied,
looking as if a storm had blown over
him. “Steanger, I'Il ook you up the
next time I come to town™

Then he went ont.

Laramie had eyes like flint striking
fire. He breathed a deep breath and
looked around the room before his
guze fixed agaln on Duane.

“Wnl* he replled, speaking low.
“You've picked the right men. Now,
who In the hell are you?"

Reaching Into the inside pocket of
his buckskin vest, Duane turned the
lining out. A star-shaped bright silver
object flashed as he shoved it, pocket
and all, under Jim's hard eyes,

Loag-
streth's the whole circus round Fair-
some
Hope

dale. I was surprised to hear
one say Loogstreth owned the
8o jolnt"

Buy some stock, or buy an .

| in. slow speech.

Lawson Staggered Backward.

found dend. Apparently held up an'
robbed. But dead. Dead men don't
talk! Thet's why we're close-
mouthed.” .

The ranger was about to speak
agnin when the clatter of hoofs in-
terrupted him, Horses halted out

in front, and one rider got down.
Floyd Lawson entered. He called for
tobaeco,

If his wvisit surprised Laramie he
did not ghow any evidence. But Law-
son showed rage as he saw the ranger,
and then a dark glint flitted from the
eyes that shifted from Duane to
Laramie and back again. Duane
lenned easily against the counter.

“Say, that was a bad break of
yours," Lawson sald. “If you come
fooling around the

rauch again
there’ll be hell” .

It seemed strange that a man who
had Hved west of the Pecos for ten
years could not see In Dunne some-
thing which forbade that kind of talk.
It certalnly was not nerve Lawson
showed ; men of courage were seldom
intolerant. With the matchless nerve
that characterized the great gunmen
of the day there was a coel, unob-
trugive manner, a speech brief, almost
gentle, certalnly courteous. Lawson
wis a hot-hended Louisianian of
French extraction; a man, evidently,
who hand never been erossed in any
thing, and who was strong, brutal,
passlonate, which gualities in the face
of a situation like this made him
simply a fool,

“Yon're right. But not the kind
you think,” Duunne retorted, his volce
sharp and cold,

“Ray Longstreth wouldn't stoop to
know a dirty blood-traeker like you,”
sald Lawson hotly. He did not seem
1o have a deliberate Intention to rouse
Dunne; the man was simply rancor-

ous, Jealous, “I'l call you right.
You cheap hluffer! You four-flush!
Youn damned Interfering, concelted

ranger!"

“Lawson, I'll not take offeéense, be-
cause you seem to be champloning
your beautiful cousin,” replied Duune,
“Bat let me return
your compliment. You're a fine Bouth-
erner ! Why, you're only a four-flush-—
a cheap bull-headed rustior!”

Pruane hissed the Inst word. Then
for him there wad the truth In Law-
son's working pession-blanckened face.

Lawson jJerked, moved, meant to

draw, But how slow! Duane lunged
forward. His long arm swept up.
And Lawson staggered backward,

knociing table aund chules, to fall
hard, in a half-gitting posture against
the wall,

*Don't draw I" warned Duane,

"Lawson, git away from your gon [*
»elled Laramlie,

But Lawson was crased with fury.
He tugged at his hip, his face corded
with purple welts, mallgnant, murder-
ons, Dunne kicked the gun out of
his hand. Lawson gof up, raging, and
rushed out.

Larnmle lifted his shaking hands,

“What 'd you wing him for?™ he

of this secret gung of rusilers here-

‘ “Laramnie, do you kuow who's boss
| abouts? asked Duane, bluatly.

ne It!  “That bull-headed fool will rogr and am ¥ =lodlanapolls Star

walled. - *He was drawin' on you,
| Klckin' men lUke him won't do out
! hers"

cuaractoristie of him to come
His voles—some-

- e = —

butt himsolf with all his gaog righl
into our hands. He's just the mar
I've needed 1o mest.”

“If Lawson's the man yon think he
{2 he'll begin thet secret underground
business. Why, Lawson won't sleep of
nights now, He an' Longstreth have
nlways been after me."

“Laramie, what are your eyes for?"
demanded Doane. “Watch out. And
now here, See your friend Morton
Tell him this gnme grows hot. To
gother you approach four or five mey
you know well and can absolutely
trust. 1 may need your help.’

Then Dunne went from place &
pluce, corner to corner, bar to bar,
watching, listening, recording. Tha
excltement had preceded him, and
speculation was rife.  He thought
best to keep out of it, After dark
he stole up to Longstreth’'s ranch
The evening wns warm; the doors
were open; and in the twilight the
only Inmps that had been Nt were In
Longstreth's blg sitting-room, at the
far end of the house, When a buck-
board drove up and Longstreth and
Lawson _ alighted, Duane wnas well
hidden in the bushes, so well scereened
that he ecould get but a fleeting
glimpse of Longstreth as he went in.
¥or all Duane could see, he appeared
to be a calm and quiet man, intense
benenth the surface, with an alr of
dignity under Insult. Duane's chance
to observe Lawson was lost. They
went into the houwse without spesking
and closed the door,

At the other end of the porch, elose
under a window, was an offset be
tween step and wall, and there In
the shadow Duane hid, So Duane
walted there In the darkness with
patlence born of many hours of hid-
ing.

Presently a lamp was Iit;
Dunne heard the swish of skirts,

“Something's happened surely,
Ruth,” he henrd Miss Longstreth say,
unxiously. “Papa just met me In
the hall and dido't speak. He seemed
pile, worried.”

“Oousin  Floyd looked like a
thunder-eloud,” sald Ruth. “For once
he didn’t try to kiss me. Something’s
happened.”

“Oh, dear! Ruth, what ean we dol
These are wild men. Floyd makes life
miserable for me. And he teases you
unmer—"

“1 don't call it teasing. Floyd wants
to spoon,” declared Ruoth, emphatl-
cally. “He'd run after any woman,"

“A fine compliment for me, Cousin
Ruth,” lnughed Ray.

“I don't care,” replied Ruth, stub-
bornly, “It's so. He's mushy. And
when he's been drinking and tries te
kiss me—I hate him "

There were steps on the hall floor.

“Hello, girls!" sounded out Law
son's volee, minus its usual gayety.

“Floyd, what's the matter?' asked
Ray, presently. *I never saw papi as
he I8 to-night, nor yon so—sq worried
Tell me, what has happened?

“We hud to submit to a damnable
outrnge,” replied Lawson, passionate
ly, as if the sound eof his velce aug
mented bhis feeling. *“Listen, girls; I'
tell you about It." He coughed, clear-
ed his throat In & way that betrayed
he had been drinking.

Duane sank deeper into the shadow
of his covert, and, stiffening his
muscles for a protracted spell of
rigidity, prepared to listen with al)
ncuteness and Intensity. Just omne
word from this Lawson, Inadvertently
uttered in 2 moment of passion, might
be the word Duane needed for his
clue,

“It happened at the town hall” be
gan Lawson, rapidly. “Your father
and Judge Owens and 1 were there
in econsultation with three ranchers
from out of town. Then that damned
ranger stalked In dragging Snecker,
the fellow who hid here in the house.
He had arrested Snecker for alleged
assault on a restaurant-keeper named
Laramie. Sneeker being obviously in-
nocent, he was discharged. Then this
ruanger began shouting insults, Law
was a farce In Fairdale, The court
was & farce. There was no Inw, Your
father was afrald of the rustlers,
highwaymen, murderers. He was
afrald or—he just let them alone. He
used his offiee to cheat ranchers and
enttlemen In lawsuits., All this the
ranger yelled for everyone to hear,
A damnable ouwtrage. Your father,
Ray, iosulted In his own court by a
rowdy ranger!”

“Oh!" erled Ray Longstreth, in
mingled distress and anger.

“The ranger service wants to rule
western Texns"” went on Lawson.
“These rangers are all a low set
This is one of thy worst of the lot.
[a's to be feared. He wonld kill, If
your father had made the least move
he would have shot him. He's a
cold-nerved devil-—the born gunman.
My God, any Instant 1 expected to
sue your father fall dead at my feet!™

“Oh, Moyd! The wunspeakable
rufllan 1" eried Ray Longstreth, pas-
slonntely,

“What do you care for the insinua-
tions of such n man?" sald Ray Long-
streth, her volce now deep and rich
with feeling, "“After a moment's
thought no one will be Influenced hy
them. Do not worry, Floyd, Tell
papa not to worry. Surely after all
these years he can't be Injured Im
reputation by~by an adventurer.”

“Yes, he cun be Injured.” ruplld
Moyd, quickly. *“The frontier s &
aueer place, There are many bitter
men here—men who have falled at
ranching. And your father has been
wonderfully suvecessful, The ranger
has dropped paison, and 1t ‘N mmi‘{

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

and

Chanece for an Invention.
There are dolls which say “Mamma™
{ nod “Pape,” Why doesn’t someone in-
[ vent o golf ball that will say “Eere }

Ll




